Where both parties so combine,
Neither love will twist, nor hay.

Ametas

Thus you vain excuses find,
Which yourself and us delay ;
And love ties a woman's mind
Looser than with ropes of hay,

Thestylis

What you cannot constant hope
Must be taken as you may,

Ametas

Then let's both lay by our rope
And go kiss within the hay.

ANDREW MARVELL.

If thou long'st so much to learn, sweet boy, what 'tis

to love,
Do but fix thy thought on me, and thou shalt quickly

prove.
Little suit at first shall win

Way to thy abashed desire ;
But then will I hedge thee in,
Salamander-like, with fire !

5                                 THOMAS CAMPION.

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action ; and, till action, lust
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;
Enjoyed no sooner, but despised straight;
Past reason hunted ; and, no sooner had,
Past reason hated, as a swallowed bait,
On purpose laid to make the taker mad.
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